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And in my mind such sacred fury move
As I should knock at heaven's great gate above
With my proud rhymes, while of this heavenly state
I do aspire the shadow to relate.]

Htrs an wanting some stanzas describing Queen
Then follow these :

Her brighter daz2hng beams of majesty
Were laid aside, for she vouchsafed awhile
With gracious cheerful and familiar eye
Upon the rebels of her court to smile;
For so Time's journeys she doth oft beguile,
Like sight no mortal eye might elsewhere sec,
So full of state, art, and variety.

For of her barons brave and ladies fair,

Who had they been elsewhere most fair had been,

Many an incomparable lovely pair

With hand in hand were interlinked seen,

Making fair honour to their sovereign Queen:

Forward they paced and did their pace apply

To a most sweet and solemn melody.

So subtile and curious was the measure,
With such unlookt-for change in every strain,
As that Penelope, rapt with sweet pleasure,
Ween'd she beheld the true proportion plain
Of her own web, weaved and unweaved again :
But that her art was somewhat less, she thought,
And on a mere ignoble subject wrought.

For here, like to the silkworm's industry,

Beauty itself out of itself did weave

So rare a work and of such subtilty

As did all eyes entangle and deceive

And in all minds a strange impression leave I

In this sweet labyrinth did Cupid stray,

And never had the power to pass away,

As, when the Indians, neighbours of the morning,

In honour of the cheerful rising sun

With pearl and painted plumes themselves adorning

A solemn stately measure have begun,

The god, well-plcas'd with that fair honour done,

Sheds forth his beams, and doth their faces kis$

With that immortal glorious face of his,

So -